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hair was dabbled with Tom's blood and actually entangled
with broken bits of hair-covered bone that had been Tom's hard
skull.
Some said they heard her screams as far down the valley as
Tilhe Barn. Lily Rogers maintained she heard them as she picked
parsley for Miss Drew's dinner in the Abbey House garden.
John made an instinctive movement to pursue the murderer;
but the tramp, hearing wild cries from the slope of the hill, and
seeing Mr. Evans and Cordelia rushing up the ascent towards
him, dashed back into the tower and clambered, swift as a
monkey, up the tall ladders inside. For quite the space of a
couple of minutes, after his first motion of pursuit, John stood
stock-still, his face so contorted with horror that it assumed the
appearance of a wooden puppet, listening in spellbound, frozen
apathy to the girl's heart-rending screams.
A semi-cirque of flying rooks, just seven in number, flapped
with creaking wings across the top of the tower, making their
way northwest towards Mark Moor. Little did they reck of the
cracking of the skull of a man upon a patch of grass! As for a
tiny earth beetle that was foraging for its insect prey just there,
it scurried away from Tom's blood as if it had been a lake of
brimstone.
In addition to this, a panic-stricken hare, fleeing in wild
terror from the man and woman who were rushing up the hill,
came with its long desperate leaps almost up to John's feet,
and then, remaining motionless there for a second, rushed past
the tower and away down the slope towards Havyatt Gap. The
appearance of this hare aroused John from his paralysis. He ran
to the door of the tower and pulled it wide open. The couple
of minutes' delay, however, had enabled Finn Toller to ascend,
for he climbed like an animal rather than a man, to the top of
the last ladder; but here he was met by Mad Bet, in a cold
paroxysm of frenzied remorse. Without giving her unfortunate
devotee time to reach the stone platform where she knelt to
receive him, the woman seized the thin bare wrists that Codfin
extended towards her and flung him off the ladder. Finn Toller
fell backwards, head downwards; and John, stepping hurriedly
from the door at the man's death cry, saw his body crash to the